326	KILVERT'S  DIARY	[^
party was in the dining room. Good congregations and the offer-
tories amounted to nearly ^50 and cleared off the debt on the
Church. The weather dry and the roads good, a satisfactory day.
Many people laugh at the old Baron's sermons, but the cottagers
like them for he is plain and homely and speaks of names and pkces
that they know. When Moccas Church was restored and reopened
Lord Saye and Sele preached in the afternoon and told the people
that Moccas was so called from 'the badgers which came down to
the river to eat the fish'. It is supposed he meant otters, and that he
had in some strange confused way Sixed up together otters, badgers
and pigs, for Moccas is so called from the swine (Welsh Mock) which
used to feed on the acorns in the great £ak forest.
Saturday, 2 March
A bright lovely Spring day.
I went down the green lane between the orchards and through a
gate which brought me under the gable of a small farmhouse
picturesquely placed among orchards and crofts on the green hillside
sheltered from the west winds, and looking towards the rising sun.
A few steps brought me round to the front of the house. In the
door stood a tall fair comely girl with a clear fresh open face, kind
grey eyes, and golden brown hair, Annie Abberley. She welcomed
me in kindly and set a chair by the fire. She was expecting her
father in to his dinner, she said. Annie said she had been house and
parlourmaid at Pont Vaen when I was at Clyro. And now she
keeps her father's at the Upper Cwm. 'It is a wonderful place for
birds,' she said, 'the cuckoo sings here all night long. And only the
other night I heard a blackbird keep on waking up and whistling
through the night. Sometimes when I have [been] up and out
early, starting father for Hereford at daylight, I have stood out in
the orchards listening to the singing of the birds. On a clear day we
can see the steeple of All Saints' Church in Hereford, there I can see
it now through that apple bough against the far blue hill/ We were
standing out in the fold. It is a very quiet place here', Annie went
on, *and we don't see many people passing, but it is very peaceful
and a pleasant prospect-, and I like to be amongst the fields and
orchards and to hear the singing of the birds and we are content.'
'How wise/ I thought, and said, 'to be content and happy with the
beauties and the blessings that lie around/ The fatter who had been

